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(Strophe f)

" O Thou to whom both heart and life are a sacrifice, and O Thou in

whose path both this and that are an offering !
The heart is Thy sacrifice because Thou art a charmer of hearts ; life

is Thine offering because Thou art the Life of our lives1.
Hard it is to deliver the heart from Thy hand ; easy it is to pour out

our life at Thy feet.
The road to union with Thee is a road full of hardships ; the pain of

Thy love is a pain without remedy.
We are servants holding our lives and hearts in our hands, with eyes

[fixed] on Thy orders and ears [waiting] on Thy command.     5
If Thou seekest peace, behold our hearts ; and if Thou seekest war,

behold our lives !
Last night, [impelled] by the madness of love and the impulse of

desire, I was rushing in bewilderment in every direction.
At last desire for the [Beatific] Vision turned my reins towards the

temple of the Magians.
Far from it be the Evil Eye ! I beheld a secret gathering bright with

the Light of Truth, not with the Flames [of Hell].
On every side I beheld that fire which Moses the son of 'Imrdn saw

that night on Sinai.                                                            10

There was an elder [busied] with tending the fire, round about whom

respectfully stood the young Magians,
All silver-skinned and rose-cheeked, all sweet-tongued and narrow-

mouthed.
[There were] lute, harp, flute, cymbals and barbiton ; candles, desert,

roses, wine and basil ;
The moon-faced and musky-haired cup-bearer ; the witty and sweet-

voiced minstrel.

1 It is impossible adequately to preserve in English the play between
dil and dilbar^